ST. MORITZ

February

MANY PEOPLE come here with one increasing purpose-
annually to improve the position of their table in the
Palace Bar. These folks are not liable to see a small band
of men who come here annually to improve their position
in the Cresta Grand National.

Bar-boys and their friends do not face much of the
morning sun at St. Morite. By the time they are putting
down their morning refresher with a pleasant luncheon
in view, and perhaps planning a sleigh drive for the
afternoon (they must be back early, else somebody may
take their table in the bar), the Cresta Run is shut for the
day. The sun has started to melt the ice by eleven-thirty
a.m. At the moment it is not so much the indoor as the
outdoor life which we will survey. With regard to ski-
ing, this place does not yet cater for the "tiger"; there
are the famous slopes of Corviglia, of course, but these
are not satisfying enough to the expert.

It is enough, though, for that stern, middle-aged
section of women, with expressions like battle-axes,
whose looks alone could decapitate you. Haversacks full
of chocolate and the unexpended portion of the day's
rations are slung round costumes which look as if they
had beea designed in a rage and put on in a tempest.

Colonel Hans Bon has helped considerably with his
ski-lift at Suvretta Housej it seems that the local authori-
ties, too, will have to try to develop, by means of lifts and
funiculars, the area round Silvaplana and Surlej; otherwise,